JANE : Percy, I'm nervous,

PERCY (reassuring himself at the same time as her) :

It's all right, my dear. There's nothing to be

nervous about. What Is there to be nervous of ?

JANE : I don't know. It wouldn't be so bad If I

knew. It's just because I don't know.

PETER : But she wonst do you any haraij mother.

How can she ? Why should she ?

JANE : I want to know who she is. Why does she.

behave so strangely, talk so strangely ? Why

does she treat me like a little child ?

WILLIE : My dear, she's probably a little bit------

[lie taps his forehead significantly.
JANE : That doesn't explain how she knows all
about us ; all our names, all our history.
PERCY :   Perhaps   she  knows   somebody who
knows us all. It may all be a joke somebody's
playing on us.

PETER : It doesn't seem as if she's playing a joke.
She doesn't seem that kind of person.
JANE : Why does father think he knows her ?
Why does she talk to him quite naturally, "as
though they have known each other all their
lives ? He thinks it's my mother.
PERCY : Well, surely that Isn't very mysterious,
my dear. After all, your father hasn't known
anyone for months., and It's just as reasonable
that he might think he knows this girl.
JANE (nervously, almost with awe] : But there's
something else.

[They wait for her to go on, but she doesrft.
PERCY : What's that ?
JANE : I won't say, I can't say,
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